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Florence Hawk them 2 girls I stay witn
them in here. ' Nixt time if yo 1 send me
cue of your picture I will send you one ac-
curate ribbon or one of my picture is not
so compassionate to take their nicture so
if you accept my indigent letter 1 will arv
copt your letter before the instrument
make us hare vacation. Kow this all. I

tend not to be at home? I've no pa
tieuce with you!"

Three dsvs afterward the three young-
est Xettlebys broke out with scarlet
fereT. The keven little Smitherses took it
of them, the maid took it of the Smith-
erses, and Mrs. Xettleby had her winter's
work before her.

"I wish to goodness I had stayed at
home," thought Mr. Xett!ebv.

And the amount of thankfulness she
felt that year was not oppressive, in spite
pt tbe Governor's Thanksgiving

4 tm

ing cottage to the well for wat?r, was
made to underst ind what was wanted.

Alr. Ptcklield?" iaid the little old
woman, in the high-pitche- d, shrill Toice
which so often accompanies dtafnoss.
"You're her cousin from tho city, come
to spend Thanksgiving! Well; if that
ain't too bad! Mrs. Peckneld started this
very afternoon for Lsdd's Depot; got
somo'relations as lives there."

"That's very strange," said Mrs. Xet-
tleby. "I telegraphed to her that I wus
coming."

"Couldn't a got the telegraph, I gues,"
said the litt'.o woman. But Mrs. Ncttleby
knew better than that, for under tho
comer of the piazza there lay a torn en-

velope of the Wostern Union Telegraph.
And she knew that Mrs. Pecktield had
tied from her, just os she, Mri. Xtttleby,
had tied before the Beggerley family.

"But I'll be even with her," said Mrs.
Xettleby, grinding her false torth. "I'll
go to Lad i's Depot. What are tho namos
of hor relations there?"

The littlo ol i woman, nfter some medi-
tation, pa d that it was Jones. At least
he thought it was Jones. She wasn't

quito certnin. It might be Smith, or it
might be Brown. But she believed it was
Jones. And she believed they lived on
Thorn street. It w as a long walk back to
the railroad depot, and tho four little
Xettlebys were tired and cross, but they
fortunately succeeded in reaching it be-

fore the lust northward train started. But
it was an express and didn't stop at smtll
Clares like Ladd's Depot, as Mrs.

to her cost when Bhe paid five
dollars for a hack to take her back to
Ladd's Depot.

On inquiry it was found that thero were

A ENNY ami Johnny.
ami Albort mdMary

rSat nt the table on
ruanWsK'iviaic Dav.

Tim turkey, all
tufT.sl. and batted

a n l brown.
Upon a bL platter

van turned upside
down :

With its bgs pointe-- l

kywar.l, tin wings
rfubwed rack.

Aaokl tanner John- -
on beyau the at

tack.
Ho carved a liloe

piece from tho rich
U auilDt,' breast.

Anl 1HH1 to his
wife th first
l'it'co. and bent ;

Tli en said, "Now,
Mis Jenny, wbat
cut do you likelr

jt'U V' nil iiwi7

Some white meat, or
dark, or a or a
WtllK."

Shu ystk a guest, and
a sweet, pretty
thine

Y iorrw eighteen yenrs, and tho farmer's boy
Johnnie

Yhour.bt never a damsel van one-hal- f so bonnle.
11v farmer's boy Albert was equally sure
Ttat May Jennie's bister his he aataoho could

cure.
And met those two sisters, by special request.
Were there to take dinner, droabod up In tholr

brat,
Jttinta wan rrt.ty, and dainty, thongh vain,
While May was wore Bcns.bie, homely, and

plain.
Give Jennie the wishbone," said Johnnfe at

last ;

Accordingly, to her the wlshbono was passed.
And all the while that her dinner she ate,
Ttu wishbone was resting close by her plate.
With united action, they all waded in,
"llli their knives and their forks made a regular

din.
ITie tarkey, when finally laid on the shelf.
Was only a wreck of its once Rortfeona self.
Ttoe squash, the potatoes, and cranberry sauce,
And mince pie and pumpkin, with crust all em-- bo

h sod,
Had each done Its duty, and every one
Irew l ar k and declared the dinner was done.
Now,'then, who will wUh'.'" cried Jennie, the

fair,
An high up she held the wishbone In air.
"I will 1" sal I they all, ami then lanw a scuffle
Insomuch that tho wishbone was lost in the

ehufllo.
4tay waa the first one the wishbone to spy,
f nl pursued by Johnnie, she quickly did tlv
llear through the sitting-room- , into t'i hall,
In chamber, in cellar, in i arlor, and all.
Vben from bhotr exhaustion dropped into a

chair,
Vita cheeks all aslow, and tuniblo-dow- n hair ;

And Joluir.ie rushed up, and w ithout much ado,
bmitckod a kMD on her lips, and 1 don't know

but two.
"Ijet us wish," fald Slay, "for I still have the

1)0110.
I i due you, I think, for your chaso to atone."
Now, dear reader, wo ouht to luivo tuld you be-

fore.
That, though May liked Albert, she loved John-

nie more,
And her honest wish, whon she pullod on that

lone,
Was that fOU'.o day 6he ml;;ht have him all for

her own.
They pulled on tho wishbone, and May won the

toss,
flat what was her gain was by no means his

lOKB,

for from that verv mir.Tito affair took a turn.
And Johnnie and 'May are so trieudlr, v, e li aru.
That when Thankful ving Day a&iu takes its

placo
They'll havo hooked uj together for life's rugged

race.
We know not what Alfred and Jennie will do,
25 ut tho neighbors all think they will gut mar-

ried, too.
Kow May Is ready at all times to own
That there's boundlod irtue in a turkey's

wibhbone.

LIKED TO MAKE A SHOW.

EV DRIFT.

HE Heggerley's com
ing here to spend

' .thanksgiving? unidif i Mrs. NettJeby. "Not
if I know it."

Mrp. Xettleby t a
closo-fihto- J onl calcu-
lating woman, who
lived in a handsome
l ouse in a stylish

neighborhood in X , and was ouo of
those who, as her maid-of-all-wo- rk ex-

pressed it, " would skin a Ilea to savo the
hulo and tallow." Mrs. Ncttleby liked
to make a show, but hho had a deep-roote- d

avcrsiou to spending. And enter-
taining comra'iy on 'J hanksoiv.ng Day
was one of the things that could not be
accomplished without tho latter concom-
itant.

Mr. Isettleby, a little, weak-minde- d

man, who viewed hi big wife with respect-
ful admiration, looked dubiously at her.

"Hut, my dear," said he, "how nrj you
,oing to help it? They've sent word they
axe comi:iL'

"I II go to your sister Belinda's, up in
"Sngartuck County."

Mr. Xettleby felt of his chin. "They
'hsm-n'- invited us," euid he; "that is, not
esnecisllT."

). fiddlesticks!" sil Mrs. Xettleby.
" "Belinda's always glad to see mo and tho
children. And as tor nt home to
corge Mrs. Beggerlev and Ler hix chil-are- n,

and Mr. Beggerley's two bihtors, I

' i ' V L'Vi-- r

it)

"I ION"T BELIEV

on't lo it. Why, such a tuskey as they
would expect would cost thrco dollars at
the very least. Get mo a time-tabl- e,

Kcttliby. Send word to Mr1. Beggerley
that I've gone away to pend Thanks- -

Mr. Nettleby, who never dreamed of
opposing his wife's will in this or any

tier m itter, wrote tho letter acco
and put it in his coat-tii- l potket,

"rhre it rem Ined; for ho forgot all
about it. Mrs. Xettleby packed up her
own things and tho thinks of the four
little Xettle ys, and took tho afternoon
train for Scrag llo'.low, in fcu artuck
County.

Mamma," mil Theodora Xettleby
the juvenile scion of tho hou-- e of Xe-
ttleby all had high-pou- i diug appellations

"it Icoks all shut up and lonely. I
2on't believe any ouo is at home."

Tidiaw!" Bai4 Mrs. Xettleby. "People
tn tli couutry always live in the back
part of the house." And carrvinga heavy
carpet-ba- g In her hand ho trudged
around to tho ier doer, followed by
Theodora, Lavinia, lnugelino and Oer-jr- e,

each Ingoing a smaller ba.,
Xobo y responded to her repeated vo-

lley of knooks. but recently a little old
woman, who had como itOM a neighbor- -

accoi:i:n(j to jkn::uai ciiook hi:
was an auk i nt cowa iii.

Only n Medicine Man. Hn linn Away from
tlie Ciier X'ljfbt uiitl Vlw! It from
Hill Uueor lsporicm e of tlie hlou
Coimtiiluner.

IX'CE their re-tu-

from the land
of tho redraan,(en.1 Crook, Major War-
ner and Mr. Fos-

ter, the gentlemen
c o m i o h i n $r the
.Sioux commbidon,
have ha 1 many in-

teresting experi-
ences to XaAI of
their visit among
the Hiouz. Asked
about the prom-
inent people among
tbe Indians, espe-
cially concerning

-- .Sitting Bull, Ma-c-"

jor Warner sail:mm "A great chief
7l among the white?,

but a mere medicine man among the

''Of course he would not sign tho ratifi-
cation," said Gen. Crook, "lie knew it
would injure his reputation with the old
maids around Boston, who have given him
his fame, to have it go abroad that he had
consented to the surrender of the Indian
lands to tho government. W made an
etlort to bring him over. lie is without
inlluence among his own people, and they
knew his stubbornness sprang not from
patriotism. It is odd the name Sitting
lJjll has throughout the world. It arose
from a false account, originated by him-el- f,

of the Custer massacre. He was tho
first Indian to tring a report of the affair
to a telegraph sta- -

tion, and the picture jfrsi

facre. with himself
in the thick of tho
light, scalping ofll-cer- s

and soldiers
right and left, mado
an indelible impres-
sion on the aforesaid
old maiJs. They
sent him present,
Lought his auto-grap- h

at stilt prices --

lor ho had learned at
an agency s.diool to
write his natna and
dubbed lun the last
great chief of the RED CLOUD.
Sioux. Thiy had tho entree to enough
magazines and boys' periodicals to spread
their adulation of his character. He went
Mast and his journey was a triumph. Tho
truth is tlmt Sitting IHill, wh was only a
medicine man, ran away from the fight
and viewed it from a hill. When the
massacre was complete he descend 1 to the
battle.'leld and tilled Id belt with scalps
torn from the dead. The real leaders at
tho Cmter massacre were l ed Cloud, who
bea led tho Western Indians, and Call,
who charged at the front of tlie Kastern.
Though all Indian fighters know that Sit-

ting bull is a coward, nothing seems to
disio le him from the esteem of the old
maids of boston, and they were still writ-
ing for his autograph when we were at
Standing Hock."

"From what Indians did you encounter
tho strongest opposition'"

"From tho rich fquaw men among the
Cheyennes, " said Mr. Foster. "The squaw
men are whites who have married Indian
women and 1 e.m adopted into the tribes.
Under tho treaty of l'iy they are re-

garded ns Indians, and their signatures
were as necessary u those of tho real
reds."

"Rich, did you say?"
"Yes, somo of them aro worth hundreds

of thousands of dollars in cattle, which
range along tho Cheyenne river. That is
why they declined to hizn. They did not
want tluir pastures abridged by the ces-
sion of land t the government. Tha
wealthier squaw men ar old Frenchmen
who went out West as boys with the
Am rlc in Fur company. Pepre, Xarci-s- o

X'arcelles, and Claymore on the Cheyenne
aro worth at least 'loo.ooo each.

"Depro ha tho only herd of LufTalo
left in the country. He has only twelve,
but ho is trying to preserve them as if his
hoio of returning to i'aris when dead

on fS And ho has a daughter,
hdlf-blood- e. of course, who is one of the
most beautiful women I havo over seen.
Her form is perfect, possessing tbe lithe-nes- i

of her mother's race idealized, her
cheeks are tinted bronze, and her eyes are
deep brown. I did not see her mother,
but was told she was a veritable Poca-
hontas. The daughter is married to
Douglas Curlin, a son of (Jen. Carlin, and
they live at tho Cheyenne agency.

"Wt had many funny experience V
continue! Mr. Foster. "We always had
dilliculty in getting ourselves understood
in our set speeches to the Indian councils.
We relied on local Interpreters in most
cases IudLns who had boon taught our
language at fhe agencies and the way
they bungled our speeches would have
made a man, proud of his oratory, sick. I
was making a speech at Standing ltook.
'White man has but little land,' I said in
the courso of an argument to show that
it was better for each man to own a pieoe

or land, as among
the whites, than to
havo the land held
in com m o n, as
among tho Indians.
Judge of my feel-

ings when Mrs. Mc-

laughlin, an agent's
wife, who was fa-

miliar with the In-

dian tongue, told mo
that the sentence
had .been rendered
by the interpreter
White man has a

3 budding little lamb.u 'iH--' but I think the ditli-ciltie- s

experienced
MP. !fO FUCSIi. by tho Indians in

mastering our language may le best Illus-
trated by a letter, of wtiich I had an exat
copy made, written by the 1

granddaughter of lied Clou I to hercousin,
the granddaughter of old Xo Flesh. It is
the result o' seven years of boarding 6cbool
culture, aided by a volume f Crabbe's
Synonyms, on a promising feminine sav-
age mind."

This is the letter:
"OiAt.LA BoAnniNO Rcnoor, Pi5E

ItiDOE Atkncv, Dakota, June 4, 18'.
My Dear Cousin: I am going to drop them
fow lines to let you know I am goiug to
interlineation to yoa, but I am not going
to informant you many words, wo all go-

ing to have vacation noxt three weeks. I
did not accept your acceptable letter for
long ago but you must excuse me my
cousin yoj must intellectually what I says
I am in a hurry to Interlineation so I must
inter.ineation Incoin passionate words so
you mutt nsK your teacher their he p
them interrogation and dear cousin two
interrupt me I Interlineation this
letter tut their do so this I made
black all ovtr Out one ;a blot I in-

strumentality ask your instructor I am
going tn fcdl you wh- I stay with In this
DoarJing Ccbool Miss uuiia Hemp &

What Scxt!
John Dervent and Peter Lotz were

graduated at tho samo college on the
tamo day with equal honors. Both
men went West, and nettled on ranches.
After nix years one of their old pro-cepto- rs

visited them.
John was prosperous, But lie knew

nothing of tho world outside of his own
ranch. lie took 110 interoat in o!itics,
in religion, in books, or in social ques-
tions; ho hardly knew who was Presi-
dent; ho had long ago lighted his lires
with his text-book- l'or two dayn ho
talked to his visitor of his cows and
bullocks, of tho rates of cattle on tho
hoof in Chicago, and of beef iu New
York.

Whon tho professor tried to interest
him in any other matter, ho stared at
him vacantly, or fell asleep in his chair.

Tho visitor went on with anxious
foreboding to Lotz's ranch. Peter,
too, had been successful; ho was
shrewd and alert in his business, but
ho was a man of broad general infor-
mation and sympathies. His interest
w as as keen in the questions of tho day
as if ho lived in New York or Chicago.

His friend asked him presently how
ho had contrived to keep himself thus
alive and young in thought.

"My father," paid Peter, laughing,
"was a fruit-growe- r. Ho had one
maxim: 'Never let jour orchard run
down.' Ho incessantly set out new
trees, that were growiug and ready to
bear when the old ones wore out.

"When I left college, my brain was
very much liko an orchard with plenty
of plants in it ready to bear fruit. I
resolved not to 'let it run down,' I
would not be satisfied with the knowl-
edge I already had. I would bring
in new slips and seedlings. I took tho
best daily newspaper, the best literary
magazine, tho best religious journal in
the country. I helped build a church
ami school-hous- e in tho neighborhood.
I got up reading clubs, lectures and
concerts. In short, I followed my
father's rule, and set out new plants in
my brain, instead of waiting calmly
until the old ones should wither anil
die.

It is easy to tell, when we meet Middle-

-aged or old people, whether they
have, like John Dervent, left the in-

tellectual growth of their youth to
wither and die, or,.liko his classmate,
have taken in daily Hew ideas and
knowledge.

"What next?' says the busy farmer,
as he looks at tho ground from which
one crop has just been reaped. Ho
makes haste to sow another.

Many of the boys and girls who read
tlwvso voids have lately received a di-

ploma at some college or school, and
gone out into tho world.

What rext?
Ta your intellectual life to end now?

Is your brain to feed, dining all these
coming years, on tho small portions of
CI reek, mathematics and history it has
received? Or will you daily plant tho
seed of a fact here, or set the graft of u
tiew thought thero?

Tho man of to-da- y must work hard,
if he means to keep himself up with
tho life of his time. So rapid is tho
march of intellectual development that
the man w ho does not do this is soon
pushed aside and forgotten. Youth 8
Companion.

What Itare Stamp Are Worth.
The high prices which the rarest

specimens of stamps now reali.o will
explain how it is that tho trade in for-
geries has become what it is in these
days. The 1H40 Knglidi stamp, V. It.
(black), with the letters in the upper
corners, will easily fetch .tit) used and
Xo unused. The black stamp, without
the letters V. it., can bo sold for ono
penny and two pennies each. The red
penny English stamp heads aro not
worth much more than waste-pape- r

price. Tho standing prices aro for tho
rarest stamps:

('abut, complete issues 300
2 isr. Mauritius
4 Kri. Saiulwich Islands 2)0
.'i lKHi, liritish (U iana I J')
4 lOo. lwitiah (luiana 10)
7 Natal, first Jamie Jofl
5 luiti, t'aj-oo- f (lol Hop j 4')
8 JliifJins Ayres 33

iWvtlorf 30
6 ISM;, t'nna.Jinii 2J

Id 13 J, llruil, inr.'ortitod Id
London (Ho'jc.

Badly Twisted.
Customer (rushing into hardware

store) I've just got time to catch a
train. Give me a corn-oppe- r.

Facetious dealer Don't you mean a
pop-corn- ?

"Yes, a cop-porne- r. Hurry up!"
"Don't you mean a pon-corpc- r V
"Hang it" (escitcdlv;, "I said porn-coppe- r,

didn't I?"
"No" ("also excited), "you said pon

corper."
"I said eorp-ponner- ."

"Ymi said porp-comic- r.

"I didn't."
"You did."
"You lie."
"You're another."
"Tako that."
"And that"
(Five dollars or thirty days next

morning.) Xew York Siln.

A Presuming LHllo Girl.
A littlo girl, who made very frequent

use of tho word "guess," was ono
day reproved for it by her teacher.

"Don't say 'guessMary," said Miss
Jones, "say 'presume.' "

Presently ono of Mary's littlo play-
mates comiDg up to her, remarked:

"I think your capo is Tory pretty,
and my mamma wants your mamma to
lend her tho pattern, becauso she is go-
ing to make me ono like it."

"Myjnamma has no pattern," was
the prompt reply; "sho cut it by pro-Burae- ."

Vnr..t thieves fall out honest men
should got their work in, --V w Orlean
Picayune,

- -'1,
Thankful tho mercury has not yet

leached zero.

m

v u 1 a Lr - w w v

Thankful ho is poor.

3E

Thankful tho load is no heavier.

Thankful that no company is present
to witness his awkward carving.

hi I U w , 'fir wuifww

Thankful ho left tho safe.

Thankful there is but ono amateur
cornetist i: the block.

E

Thankful everything was not put
o::t of his reach.

Thankful all things earthly must
havo an end.

siTTixa Bcxr.

am going to work now bell rang so I must
going go to work I work in laundry whU
ask your abodarian, this one meant
teacher that is mo Miss Kmlly H. Cloud to
her cousin Mabel Xo Flesh good by & by
write soon I am astonished hurrah."

"O dXo Flesh, Mabel's grandfather,"
sata Major arner,
"was a big, bony
Indian of iron con-
stitution, thestanch-es- t

courage, and
great influence at
Fine IUdge. ho re-
markably free was
he of any surplus
t!esh that the In-

dians, who are never
fat, accentuated his Vt)riiliaritr bv the

OLD MA AFP'AID 0Fname they gave
him. He was In house.
favor of the ratification and gave us
powerful aid. but after putting his own
signature to tbe papers which yielded up
his laud h died. "

"Are any of the chiefs who wore the
war paiut in the bloody forties stiil
alivo?"

"Scarcely one," said Gen, Crook. "The
Indians havo fow veterans in the sense of
old warriors. If they had a pension bureau
the pensions would havo to be drawn by
their young ami middlo-nge- d fighting men
or left undrawn. The oldest chief of any
noto we met was Old Man Afraid of His
Horses, w hose reputation is as much due to
the prowess of his son, Young Man Afraid
of His Horses, as to his own deeds. Yet
ho is but TO years oid. He makes a ven-
erable figure, however, among his people,
and in a council of tho chiefs passes for
ono who draws his wi.-do- n t alone from
this life. His face, strangely enough for
an Indian's, wears a serene sirile which
soems to bear out the character."

"Did you meet any Iudiaus whoso Intel.
ligenco really im-

pressed you"
"At the Standing

Itock agency," an-
swered Mr. Foster,
"we met a man
whoso strong sense
would bo conceded
anywhere, and who
struck us an intel-
lectual giant in com-
parison with other
Indians. Ho is
known to the whites
as John Grass and
to the Indians as JOHN orass.
Charging i'ear, and by reason of his su
perior mind is the most prominent chief
on tho reservation. He could not bo tho
leader he is, however, were ho not kuown,
to bo also brave. His speech in
answer t the proposition we submitted
his tribe for accession of iart of their ter-
ritory was by far the ablest we beard, and
every chief of any following at all ad-
dressed us. I have preserved a shorthand
report ot tho interperter's version of his
speech. It will show that ho understood
the treaty of 53S and the recent act of

AW J

r.m cloud's granddaughter.

Congress with a regard to detail beyond
the giasp of most Indians. His questions
were pertinent, and his illustration of the
impression prodaced on him by the gov-
ernment's proposal to jay $1.35 an acre
for surrendered land which might be set-
tled by whites the first year, 75 cents the
second year, and 5" cents thereafter was
particularly good."

The frigate bird of Africa is tho swift-
est of winged creatures so rapid that
sailors believe it can start from
home in the morning and alight in
America on tho evening of tho parne
day, thus crossing the Atlantic in about
eleven hours. Lnliglitened observers,
however, place tho peed at one hun-
dred miles an hour.

It is asserted that no flowering plant
was ever found growing within the Ant-
arctic Circle Hut there aro 7(2 differ-
ent kinds iu the Arctic Circle, iiftv of
which are confined to that region, ho
colors are chiefly white and yellow.

It has been satisfactorily demon-stratr- d

that the arsenites are effective
against the codling moth; that iu their
uc there is no danger to tho fruit of
tho tree upoij which they aro used.

'THAT'S VKllT 61AANOR; I TI'.T.nOUArULD 11111 I
WAS COMINd."

about half a dozen families of the name
of Jones at Ladd's Depot. The first place
to which they drove on Thorn street was
a tenement houe, whero they all had the
Hcarlet fever. "Oh, my!" sa'id Mrs. Xet-
tleby, "diivo on, quick. IhU Un't tho
plice!"

The next was rt clergyman's honso,
whero a full-l'edge- d prayer-nie- c ting whs
going briskly on. Tiiix isn't the place,
either." snid poor Mrs. Xettleby, wusing
more and more in despair.

And the third was a vinegar-face- d old
maid who lived with her married sistf r,
and "nevei-hn-d heard the name of Peck-fie- ld

in her life."
"Wh.it ltill I do?" said Mis. Xettleby.
"Better go to a hotel, ma'am," said the

hackmau, who himsolf was beginning to
get out of p itierice.

"But it costs so much," said Mrs. Xet-
tleby. "And is Thank-givin- g

Day. Is there a train goes back to-

night?"
"To-night- sa:d tho hackmau. "Why,

it's past eleven u'ready! And mv hores
has got the epizootic, and I couhfn't keep
'em out no longer, not for nor ody! But
I s'pose I could take you to the twelvo-thirt- y

night express lor a littlo extra!"
And tbis moderate specimen of the

tribe of hackmen consented to be satis-
fied with oicht dollars.'

"Ma?" whispered CJervaso, "whero are
wo goin??"

"Homo," said Mrs. X ttleby, pronounc-
ing tho word as if it were a peanut shell
she vas cracking. There was ono com-
fort, though thu Beggerley family would
havo been rrpulsod by that time; and.
after all, cold beof was a ehoaper way of
supplying tho table than turkey at thirty
cents a pound.

It was 1 o'clock tho next day when sho
reached her own door, having paid in
hack and car faro enough to buy half a
dozen ten-poun- d turkeys, and wi'fti jailed
and fretful children, a violent headiche
on her own score, and ono of tho traveling-

-bags lot' "I'll Ftav at homo after
this," mid Mrs. Xettleby to herself. "Lh!
Parlor wimtow-blitid- s open! People talk-
ing! I do believe Xcttleby's got company
to Thsnkigiving, after all!" And her heart
sank down into tho soles of her boot.
It was quite truo. Tho servant-mai- d, with
a red and tlurro i fico, opened ths door.

"Mary!" said Mrs. Xettleby, "who's
here?"

"Lots of people, ma'am," said Mary,
looking guiltily over her shoulder.

"Whero aro they?" demanded her mis-
tress.

T f ;; lit'! r
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AKTONE IS AT HOME.'

"In the dining-roo- m, ma'am." And
Mary threw open the door, thereby dis-
closing a long table with three hug tur-
keys, well browned, and a savory chicken-pi- e

that was a mountain in itself, and a
glass reswoir of cranberry sauce that
set Mrs. Xettleby calcnlnting at once as
to the probable amount of dollars trunk in
its crimson billows; while, seated in hos-
pitable array around the boord, wore Mr.
nd Mrs. Beggerley. tho two sisters, and

tho six littlo Bou'ge'levs, Mr. and Mrs.
Smithers, f even l.ttle Smitherve. and the
six Leonards of Maine, second cousius
of Mr. Xtttltb- - twetky-si-x in aW in-
cluding her husband.

Mrs. Xettleby and her children sat
clown and ate their 1 hinksgiviug dinner
with what appetite they might, lint Xet-
tleby had rather a hard timo of it that
night.

"My dear. mid that sacrificial lamb,
"what was I fo do? 'J hey didn't get tLe
letter. They said they had como to
spend Thanksgiving, and of courso I had
to order dinner. What else could I do?"

"Do?" repea'.ed Mrs. Xettleby, in ao
ccntB of the bitterest-scorn- , "couldn't
50a closo al! the blinds, and lock the
front 'door, and go down collar an4 pre


